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None - one shot 


"And now it's time for the weather forecast" the man on the radio announced. Dave Mustaine looked up from 


the rock magazine he was reading and stuck two fingers up at the radio. 
"Fuck offl Put some music back on, asshole!" he shouted. 


"Tonight, the outlook for LA is heavy rain, which will gradually die out by the morning. Temperatures will be in 
the low 60s, dipping below 60 round about midnight" the weatherman cheerfully said. 


"Yeah, right. So it's going to be sunny and we'll have a heat wave tomorrow" Dave scoffed. The weather 


forecast was NEVER correct. 
"The weather in San Francisco..".tne weatherman continued. 


"Shut the fuck up!" Dave yelled, pleased to be able to curse so loudly. He had the place to himself until James 
arrived home from work, as Lars had gone out with his girlfriend and Ron was visiting his parents. Dave called 
the weather a few more rude names, until he heard the sound of the front door opening. Seconds later, James 
traipsed in, soaking wet. Water dripped from his jacket, forming a trailed puddle behind him. His blonde hair was 


plastered to his face and neck and his trainers made a squelching noise. All in all, he looked thoroughly 


miserable. 
"Shit James!" Dave said. "What happened to you?" 
Its raining" said James. "A lot". 


"Yeah but didn't you get the bus back?" Dave said, confused. The bus stop was right by their 


apartment..surely James hadn't got all that wet from walking such a small distance. 

"| didn't have enough money for the fare" said James. He shivered as he bent down to take off his trainers. 
Dave suddenly felt a rush of protection for the younger boy. He put his beer and magazine down and hurried 
over to James. 


"Why didn't you ring me?" Dave demanded as he helped James out of his wet jacket. "I'd have picked you up". 


"| uhhh..didn'+ think" said James, hanging his head so that his wet hair hid his face. This action made him look 
both shy and helpless. Dave sighed and rolled his eyes. 


"You're hopeless! OK, get outta those wet things and I'll go get you some dry ones to put on". 


James gave Dave a small, grateful smile. Dave went into the bedroom and over to the chest of drawers where 


James’ clothes were. He opened the drawers and looked inside, then frowned. 
"James" said Dave, padding back into the living room. "Where are all your clothes?" 


James looked up from taking off his socks. He was now naked, apart from his briefs; his clothes a wet mound 


on the floor. His wallet and keys were on the coffee table, next to Dave's beer can 
"In my chest of drawers" he said. 
"No, no they're not". 


James slapped his forehead. "Oh shit, yeah. They're in the laundry basket, | forgot. Those were my last clean 
ones". He pointed to the wet pile. 


Dave groaned. "OK, well hang on, you can borrow some of mine. And go and put those wet ones in the washing 


basket. They're soaking the carpet". 


"Alright Dave" said James. He scooped up his wet clothes and Dave went back into the bedroom. A couple of 


minutes later, he returned with jeans, a t-shirt, a jersey, socks and pants. 


"Here ya go, put these on’ he said to James, who had just returned from the bathroom. 


"Thanks dude" said James, accepting the dry clothes. He placed them on the settee, then blushed. 
Uhhh, Dave?" 

"Yeah?" 

"You h-haven't given me your briefs, have you?" 


Dave burst out laughing. "Hahahahaha, nah, you had some clean ones left. They're your socks too but the rest 
of the stuff is mine". 


James grinned with relief. Quickly he put on the socks, t-shirt and jersey. Dave sat down again and picked up 
his can of beer. He took a big drink from it. As he reached for the rock magazine he'd been reading earlier, he 


noticed that James had stopped dressing and was looking shy again 


"James, they really are your briefs" Dave said. "You want me to get a felt pen, so you can write Property of 
James Hetfield inside them?" 


"No!" James gasped, his cheeks turning crimson. Dave chuckled. "It's just.uh; can you cover your eyes while | 


put them on?" 

"Sure" said Dave, amused. He put his beer down and placed his hands over his eyes. 
"Don't peep" James warned. 

"How can I? I've got my hands right over my eyes, see?" 

"You could make a tiny gap through your fingers and peep". 


"James, | won't do that" said Dave, trying hard not to laugh. "I don't wanna see your dick. Anyway, if you're 
that bothered, go and change ‘em in the bedroom". 


"No, the lino is cold to my feet in there" said James. 

"You've got your socks on!" 

"Yeah but the cold sneaks up through them" 

"Big baby" Dave teased. "Hurry up anyway, | wanna read my magazine” 


A few seconds passed, then Dave heard James say, "OK, done". Dave uncovered his eyes and saw James 


fastening up the button on his jeans. Dave wasn't quite sure why but he rather liked the idea that James was 


wearing his clothes. 

"Good" said Dave. "Feel better now?" 

"Yeah, thanks buddy" said James, smiling again. "I'm just gonna go dry my hair". 

"Ok" said Dave. James left the room and returned about five minutes later, with dryer hair and carrying a 
beer and a handheld game. He sat next to Dave on the settee and turned the game on. Dave could hear it 
beeping but it didn't distract him from reading. However, James‘ frequent shivers did. 

"Hey, are you alright Jamie?" Dave asked, putting his magazine down again 

"Y-yeah" said James, trying and failing to hold in a big shiver. Dave reached out and touched James cheek. 
"No you're not, you're fucking freezing’. 

"I'm OK, honest" James insisted but he ruined his protest by doing another shiver. 

Dave shook his head and sighed. "James, put your game down" he said firmly. 

"Uh, why?" 

"Cos I'm going to warm you up, OK". 


James‘ cheeks turned a little pink and he put his console on the coffee table. Dave wrapped his arms around 


him, pulling him close. James smiled and snuggled against Dave, resting his head on his shoulder. 


"You're like a block of ice" Dave said. "Here..".he pulled the throw off the back of the settee and placed it 


around James and himself. "That better?" 

"Yeah" said James. "Much better, thanks". 

"Good" said Dave. He cuddled James close to him, holding his skinny body in a protective embrace. James tucked 
his head underneath Dave's chin; his damp hair tickled Dave's nose. Dave freed an arm and began to stroke 
James' hair. 


"Hmm, that feels nice" James sighed. 


"I'm drying your hair for you" Dave explained. "You know, like when you pet a wet cat or a dog and they get 


dry after a bit?" 


"Yeah" said James, then he giggled. "Haha, that sounds funny..you petting me". 


Dave blushed. "Uh, just concentrate on getting warm, OK?" 


"Sure" said James, still grinning. He settled back down and after a moment, Dave felt James‘ arms slip around 
him and return his hug. Dave continued to stroke James‘ hair and gradually, his shivers stopped and he began 


to feel warmer. 


Dave smiled, feeling relaxed and content. Outside, he could hear the rain pounding against the windows, even 
over the music on the radio. It made him glad that he and James were indoors. Just the two of them, cuddled 
up together under the throw. Ron wouldn't be back until after the weekend and Lars would stay the night at 


his girlfriend's place. Dave nuzzled against the top of James‘ head, burying his nose in James’ soft, golden hair. 


After a few minutes, Dave felt stiff, so he stretched his legs, pushing them out in front of him. The toe of 


his trainer kicked against James‘ wallet and knocked it on the floor. The noise startled James, who sat up 
quickly. 

"ls that Lars coming back?" he asked. 

"Nah, sorry, it was me" said Dave. He patted James on the shoulder. "Settle back down, it's OK". James nodded 
and leaned back into the plushy settee. As Dave reached down to pick up James’ wallet, a ten dollar bill slid out 


of it. 


"James!" Dave exclaimed. He picked up the bill and waved it under his friend's nose. "| thought you said you 
didn't have any money for the bus fare?" James blushed and started to giggle. 


"You had money all along" scolded Dave. "I bet you walked home on purpose, just cos you wanted me to fuss 


you and give you a cuddle’. James‘ giggle changed into a full blown laugh. 
"| didn't! The bus driver didnt have any change". 


"He always has change!" Dave put the bill into James‘ wallet and eyed up the younger boy sternly. James gazed 


back at him, all pink cheeks and big, blue eyes. He lifted the throw up hopefully. 

"Hmm?" said Dave, relenting and cuddling back up to James. James smiled and wrapped his arms around Dave 
again Dave snorted but it was more in amusement than anything else. He returned James' embrace and felt 
James' head settle back on his shoulder. 

Was James telling the truth or not? 

Dave knew that he'd never find out. Yet feeling James snuggled up next to him, all warm and soft, he knew 


that deep down, it didn't really matter. 


The End 


